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Michael, ' I'd snoop an edition to nourish Fleur after
pneumonia I'
" And I can't live on my wages with prices what they
are. I can't, Mr. Mont, so help me ! "
Michael swivelled. " But look here, Bicket, if we let you
snoop copies, all the packers will snoop copies ; and if they
do, where are Danby and Winter ? In the cart. And, if
they're in the cart, where are all of you ? In the street.
It's better that one of you should be in the street than that
all of you should, isn't it ? "
" Yes, sir, I quite see your point—it's reason ; but I
can't live on reason, the least thing knocks you out, when
you're on the bread line. Ask Mr. Danby to give me
another chance."
" Mr. Danby always says that a packer's work is par-
ticularly confidential, because it's almost impossible to keep
a check on it."
" Yes, sir, I should feel that in future ; but with all this
unemployment and no reference, I'll never get another job.
What about my wife ? "
To Michael it was as if he had said " What about Fleur ? "
He began to pace the room ; and the young man Bicket
looked at him with large dolorous eyes. Presently he came
to a standstill, with his hands deep plunged into his pockets
and his shoulders hunched.
" I'll ask him," he said ; " but I don't believe he will;
he'll say it isn't fair on the others. You had five copies;
it's pretty stiff, you know—means you've had 'em before,
doesn't it ? What ? "
" Well, Mr. Mont, anything that'll give me a chance, I
don't mind confessin'. I have 'ad a few previous, and it's
just about kept my wife alive. You've no idea what that
pneumonia's like for poor people."
Michael pushed his fingers through his hair.

